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ference. At Cartagena too, in the church of S. Marfa,
there is an altar-piece from his hand, really the one beauti-
ful thing in a city so forlorn, so utterly overwhelmed, by
the beauty of the hills, the splendour of the sea.
Another of these eastern cities, Alicante, has not even
so much to offer the traveller in return for the weariness
of his way. A certain melancholy loveliness haunts all
these white Mediterranean towns with their shady Paseos,
their Castles on the heights, their aspect of immense
antiquity, among the vines, the palms, the olives, the tall
esparto grass, the thorny grey agaves of their gardens.
Something of Africa you find in them always, perhaps in
their immense ennui, their indolent beauty, their fatal-
ism and hopelessness, as it were, that make you ever
anxious for departure. At evening, as you come back
into the city, your eyes seem always to turn with a
certain expectancy towards the towers as though you
awaited something, as though something were about to
stream from the white turrets. Is it the white flag of
Islam you expect on the top of the minarets, the little
white flag that flies over the mosques at the hour of
prayer? Certainly it is with a certain uneasiness you
expect that cry * Allah Akbar, Allah Akbar/ a cry really
of despair, of the immense and childish faith of the
dying which never reaches you from the towers of the
city.
Elche too, that city of palms, where a whole forest of
them begins at the city gate, is certainly an African city,
not in its melancholy alone, so inexplicable under that
perfect sky. I cannot explain, even to myself, why these
southern cities should seem to me so sad, save that they
are so silent that in the long days there is always time
for remembrance. A sort of nostalgia, inexplicable,
inverted almost, possesses one in these quiet places where
you can hear only the sound of running water or a tragic